POSTSCRIPT
The people were crushed. At the monument to the Unknown
Soldier they were still standing,, a week after tl^e invasion, with
tears streaming down their faces. But* then the Germans put
sentries before the memorial and deprived them even of this
melancholy pilgrimage. Not even their tears were left to them.
Think what it means — never again to be able to take a walk
in your native city without seeing German troops, never1 again to
be able to take any major decision in your life without German
permission, never again freely to breathe your owh air, never
again to read a newspaper or a book that has not passed the
German censor. I walked past the bookseller's. Topic, where for
a few days after the invasion Insanity Fair and Disgrace Abounding
were still to be had. Already the German secret police had
cleared the shelves of all books unfavourable to Germany, already
Mein Kampfwas enthroned in the windows.
After four or five hours of it I could stand no more and came
back across the lovely Charles Bridge to the Legation, from the
windows of which I took my last farewell of Prague. It lay, with a
brooding silence over it, in a chilly March sunset. I turned and
went through the disused rooms to the garden at the back and
looked up at the Hradschm towering above me. The lights were
just going on in the rooms where I had talked to Benesh, where
Hitler had proclaimed himself Overlord of Bohemia.
We travelled through the night, wondering whether some little
local Hitler might refuse to honour that Gestapo pass, but none
interfered with us and at noon next day we were in Warsaw.
We had hoped for rest, after a week of suspense, but found none
there. Everywhere were men with gas-masks, motor-cars with
masked lights, anti-aircraft guns. .Soon the sirens began to sound.
Warsaw was rehearsing for an air-attack. We heard that Hitler
had already annexed Memel. The Policy of Appeasement was
moving fast. We heard too that Rumania had half-capitulated
to a German semi-ultimatum for oil concessions/ The Poles and
Rumanians were mobilizing. The Hungarians had seized little
Carpathian Ukraine, where I had spent Christmas, and this was
a most interesting episode, for the Hungarians would never have

